POEMS    OF    MATURITY

would lure his lonely 'fantasy to its utmost
scope5 of the insidious fascination that turns to
menace when pursued beyond the forbidden
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horizon:

Nectarous those flowers, yet with venom sweet.

Thick-juiced with poison hang those fruits that shine
Where sick phantasmal moonbeams brood and beat,

And dark imaginations ripe the vine.
Bethink thee: every enticing league thou wend

Beyond the mark where life its bound hath set
Will lead thee at length where human pathways end

And the dark enemy spreads his maddening net.

Nor can it be said that in the few still later
poems which bring us down to the present day
the veil has been further withdrawn. Un-
certainty is still their key-note. Everywhere,
from the hills and the streams and the wroods,
voices call; but they may be mocking voices,
and are never the clear, assuring voices Words-
worth heard in Nature. So it might have been
with some unrecorded child of Adam wander-
ing near the impenetrable hedges of Eden,
alone, hoping always to find an entrance to that
place where once he wras happy, but from
which, he knows not why, he is now banished.
While out of the tree, the snake, his father's
enemy, watches him with bright unblinking
eyes.